RECOLLECTIONS  OF A PLAYEE
a desirable situation, it being managed by the parents of my old friend Charles Fisher. He and I dressed together for a number of years at Wallack's Theater (the Thirteenth Street house), and he would often speak of those early days when he used to play the fiddle in the orchestra of his father's company, and, having dressed for his part beforehand, would throw a cloak over his costume and take his place with the band, and then, after the overture was ended, return to the stage and Ms part.
While we were at "Wallaek's his great wish, was, he said, to return to the place of his birth and pass the evening of his days where, years before, he had been so happy. He did return, and I was told he found everything so changed, so unlike what he had expected, that he came back to America after a short visit, and not long afterward he died in New York, June 11,1891. Mr. Joseph Jefferson, Mr. Charles "W. Couldock, and I saw him laid to rest. I had ample opportunity of knowing Fisher intimately, and I regarded it 6ought to offer 5und, and played only three nights a week, it was far from being an uncomfor-* * '                                  table sort of life. On the non-play nights
